JOHN STUART MIU,-THINKER

FROM the winter of 1821, xvhcn I first read
Hentham, and especially from the com-
mencement of the Westminster Review, I had
what might truly be called an object in life: to
be a reformer of the world. My conception of my
own happiness was entirely identified with this
object. The personal sympathies I wished for
were those of fellow labourers in this enterprise.
I endeavoured to pick up as many flowers as 1
could by the \vay; but as a serious and permanent
personal satisfaction to rest upon, my whole reli-
ance was placed on this; and I was accustomed to
felicitate myself on the certainty of a happy life
which I enjoyed, through placing my happiness
in something durable and distant, in which some
progress might be always making, while it: could
never be, exhausted by complete attainment, This
did very well for several years, during which the
general improvement going on in the worlJ and
the idea of myself as engaged with others in
struggling to promote it, seemed enough to fill
up an interesting and animated existence. But the